PRIVATE    LIVES                 ACT II
AMANDA : Much more.
ELYOT (after a slight pause] : Are you engaged for this
dance ?
AMANDA : Funnily enough I was, but my partner was
suddenly taken ill.
ELYOT (rising and going to the gramophone} :  It's this
damned smallpox epidemic.
AMANDA :   No, as a matter of fact it was kidney
trouble.
ELYOT : You'll dance it with me I hope ?
AMANDA (rising): I shall be charmed.
ELYOT (as they dance) : Quite a good floor, isn't it ?
AMANDA : Yes, I think it needs a Jittle Borax.
ELYOT : I love Borax.
AMANDA :   Is that the Grand Duchess Olga lying
under the piano ?
ELYOT : Yes, her husband died a few weeks ago, you
know, on his way back from Pulborough.    So sad.
AMANDA:    What   on   earth   was   he   doing   in
Pulborough ?
ELYOT : Nobody knows exactly, but there have been
the usual stories.
AMANDA : I see.
ELYOT :    Delightful   parties   Lady  Bundle  always
gives, doesn't she ?
AMANDA : Entrancing.    Such a dear old lady.
ELYOT : And so gay : Did you notice her at supper
blowing all those shrimps through her ear trumpet ?
The tune comes to an end.    AMANDA sits on the
edge of the sofa, pensively.
ELYOT : What are you thinking about ?
AMANDA : Nothing in particular.
ELYOT : Come on, I know that face.
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